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Dreaming On the I Ching 


Dragon and tiger 

circle night sky 

dance or duel— 

East and west 
meet at mountain peak 
— rose at dawn. 


Burn incense 
at hope’s altar 
ten thousand tortoises 
cannot stop 
or pull destiny and promise apart. 
A hope, a wish. 


The jade frog 
offers to come 
to life, to leap 
outstretched 
into the open mouth of 
love’s ambition. 
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When Hell Freezes Over 


It has its cold days. 

Ice forms on eyelids as 
well as nostrils. 

Icicles hang from elbows, 
knees, chins of those 
determined to see it through 
the barred way. 

The silence of the snow’s 
as thick as fog 

against the ears; 
embraces freeze and 
burn the skin. 

The sun is simply 

one more speck of white 
in a landscape 

that is blinding. 


Often, when I’m there, 
I see you, oblivious 

to cold as well as heat, 
priding yourself on 
your resistance, 

never seeing the blood 
forced from the stone 
the crystallized red 
the only color. 
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Questions On The Pop-Up Kamasutra 


Is he a fountain in 
water, fire or ice? 
Is he created with thousands 
of tiny fans? 
Does he move 
as pages turn? 
Is she Emily Dickenson’s plate 
white lace and pink satin? 
Does she have teeth? 
Does she play hovering butterfly 
have giant wings and healthy thighs? 
And does he watch her as she moves? 


Are his hands behind his head, his ankles crossed? 
Does he smile? 
Do they touch each other’s faces 
and eye their eyes 
for soul or conscience? 
Is their ecstasy a storm of petals? 
a shower of lightning? 
or a practiced grimace? 


Do they trace delicate lines 
of vein and bone in 
throat and hip? 

Is the texture of skin 
fair and brown 
soft and leathery? 

Does the early morning light 
cast the sleepers back 
into gray relief? 

At the end are there 
final doors 
that close in whispers? 
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Fighting Karma 


Pieces do not fit 
left and right and upside down 
try over and over 
Purple, Pink, Yellow 
matchless in twists, turns 
of head—to the left, to the right. 
Effort of will, of force, the board bends 
light shines through 
the misfit. 
All the will in the world 
won’t work the unit whole. 
It either fits, or it doesn’t 
or, if it does, nothing 
else will right again. 
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Instructions 
“The purpose of a lie is to gain an advantage.” 
—Ingmar Bergman, Fanny and Alexander 


Here are five thousand puzzle pieces. 
Five hundred fit together to create the true picture. 
The extra pieces are designed to disguise. 
They, too, will create a picture 
(but not the true one.) 
Your future depends on finding the right pieces. 
You will not know if a time limit has been imposed 
until or unless time is called. 
Consistency of shading is the only clue you are given. 
You will never know for certain when the true picture is 
achieved. 
Enjoy your challenge. 


First you sort the pieces into groups. 

It is too early to discard. Fingering each piece, 
you will construct strategies. 

There are two options: to proceed with faith 

for confidence; to question every move 
preparing for retreat. Both have disadvantages. 
Proceeding may commit you to the false picture. 
Questioning may prevent progress. 

Proceeding with questions is all that is left, 
hoping for answers you can believe. 
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On Mother Hubbard for Shirley Moody 


But she was the dog 

you see, 

sending the old lady out— 
an emissary for the 
smallest token 

from that prince of a fellow 
who'd taken her heart. 
He’d nothing for her, you know. 
They never do, 

all noblesse oblige, 

and all that stuff, 

tongues lathered up 

with earnest phrases 
which even the wisest 
would take 

as a hope, if not a promise. 


So they kenneled her out 
without giving a farthing 
or a stroke of sympathy. 
And, dog that she was, 
she took it. 

Sat for years, I'll bet, 
listening to I-told-you-so’s 
and should-of’s, 

sending the old lady out 
in hopes that he would 
change his mind, 

over and over. 

Right there at the end 
he’d forgotten 

her name and her face. 
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Jus Luv To Shugaplum 


Why ah'Il jus wait forevah 

for you darlin 

butter up my honey pie 

and suck that shuga 

which for sure won’t melt 

in my mouth. 

Why darlin ah wouldn't 

miss a minute of time 

ah could spend with you. 

Ah’d wait right out in the rain, 

ah would with little raindrops 
drippin off my curls and my eyelashes 
and settlin like dew drops 

on my pert and pouty mouth. 

Ah jus love to wait for you 

baby, it makes my mind all cosy like 
wondern what you're doin and jus 
how happy you'll be to see me 

wet and waiting 

little curls clingin to my face 

as though ah was a baby girl 

and not your very own honey lamb. 
You just bet ah’m gonna wait on you 
forevah darlin. You just put money 
on it right now. 

Y’hear? 
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Tea Party 
She for one wanted all 
of her 
teacups lined 
up in a perfect 


row with 
handles symmetrically 
arranged, always facing to the right 
so a right handed person could pick them 
up, just so and never be awkward or anything. 


He, 


of course, wanted his 
race cars 
to zoom 
in and 
out of table legs 
so they could 
have real 
wham 
bang, smash 
crunch 
whoppers 
of a crack-up 
and pajamas with 
horses and cowboy guns 
just all 
over 
the place, like they'd 
been splashed on there 
after a fight. 


It is no wonder 
at all 
that this marriage 
did not last. 
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Greatgrandpa 


Long dead, his name is seldom mentioned. 
And when it is, you’re never sure 
just what it was they hated so. 


He was hard enough on his women, 

too hard, the hard men claim and tight 
with his dollar they said, who made 

their children work off their surgery bills. 


And he wasn’t fair, said those who picked 

a favorite from every group. He was 
self-righteous, said the ones who 

let you know how God, their first-name friend, 
felt whenever a disagreement dawned. 


He was rich. He let his family starve, 
said his family as they stretched 
their fingers round. 
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Advice from the Godfather 


Remember, said the old man 
patting the silk suit over 

his rounded belly, his 

voice quiet as a moth. 
“When it’s over, the man is 
always the hero. The woman 
is always the whore.” 

No argument for that. There 
never was with him. 

He'd seen it all. 

“Hold them by the pocketbook, 


_ their hearts and minds 


follow.” He’d change 

the temperature with 

a snap of his fingers 

from warm to icy cold. 

He had his honor, pay his 
debts, sometimes for years. 
And debts there always 
were. For each 

the moment came 

the hat in hand palms damp 
and up or skirt clinched 

to still a sight tremor. 

You’d see him wait for 

the “I need...” 

“What brings me here... .” 
“IT wondered if you could .. .” 
He’d move, chair cradling 
him like a catapult 
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waiting to spring, and 
promise to take care of it. 
smooth as satin 

the problem would be solved 
and gratitude would beat. 
He’d collect his debts 

in tiny doses 

one drop at a time 

for life. 

“Never trust the bastards,” 
he’d always say. 

“They think with their balls.” 
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The Visit 


Tile on walls always did sterilize 
those hallways, as though a pool, 
heavily chlorinated, should spring 
suddenly into view, towels damp 
and draped across chairbacks. 
But now, the halls have shrunk 
somehow, grown dirtier, darker. 
The old squeeze play at work 

on the building, the people, 

the purpose shuffled into long 
forgotten and discarded stacks 

of papers molded in the flooded 
waters of the pool that never was. 
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Yard Sale 


It left its music, salvaged 

from a church basement after years 

of leading young Baptists 

in their Sunday songs. Now re-dressed 
like a made-over apple lady, 

they wiggled it out the front door, 

a note here, a sprong there, 

the best complaints a piano can muster 
being sold for a steal and loaded 

on a pickup truck by total strangers 

who were looking for a bargain at 

any cost. It was not the loss of things 
that took so much out, or even the job 

or the people, but the small dreams loaded 
onto the back of a pickup 

that cost so much, even knowing 

that new dreams are born, like phoenix 
from the ashes of the old. That old hymn 
keeps winding tunes through the avenues 
in my brain, the poor player’s discords, 
the child’s pause for breath 

in all the wrong 

places. 
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Juggler 


The juggler stands 
in the doorway 
brown, 

blue, 

yellow. 

Comb, 

bottle, 

orange 

fly in succession. 
He talks- 

life, 

wife 

woe. 

He jokes 

time, 

rhyme, 

room. 

Glass must be 
watched the closest. 
They pirouette 
in air 

pronounce themselves 
fragile, 

swirl 

in figure eights, 
spin 

from top 

to bottom, 

side to side. 

The applause 

is silent. 


The Jade Frog 


Bird watching 


On some remote island, in some 
southern sea, they learned early 

the demand for data in order to believe. 
So they hacked off the feet of a 
variegated bird and named it 

for paradise. Years before the 

humane and eccentric set up a 

squawk and put a stop to it, 

that hatchet-wrought miracle bore 

even the souls of poets beyond the 
clouds—a small price to pay, they felt, 
to brush the cheek of God. 

Without these footless birds, wings 
must now be faith bought, faith without 
a single tree or branch to tie your toes around. 
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Semester Breaks 


The empty halls echo with the voices of those who’ve 
gone. 

I think I hear them in the distance and then I remember 

they aren’t here, like footfalls that you’ve memorized 

to know when the beloved comes or what the height 

or weight or sex of the approaching shadow is. Somehow 

it all seems useless now, this wealth of information on 

the shadows of the past. There is a point at which a shade 

overlaps the present so you rush straight forward, glad 
smiles, 

open arms to find a pair of unfamiliar eyes staring back. 
How 

hard for God it must all be, knowing the numbers of hairs 

on each changing head for all eternity and back. Does He 

remember forever the tone of the voice of those who loved 

Him or the echo of footsteps of those who cared? Does he 

wait eternally for that distant light to grow louder or 

the shadow to reach into brilliant echo. 


The Jade Frog 


Weather Bulletin 


It rolls from the hills 
over oaks, through pines 
to the waves lapping 

at the sea oats. 


Before the first cloud 
comes a hush 

as breath is drawn 
before a dark confession. 


You feel it on your skin, 

the way you know the stranger's 
presence, before your eyes 

name his face, his clothes, 


Hours before the storm washes 
trees, houses, air, it is there 
whispering and you 

look over your shoulder. 


“What?” you ask. But the 
answer is “soon.” And you 
never know, even when it’s over, 
if it came to baptize or destroy. 
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... Lhe Problem With Medical Specialists 


Statistical approaches to small samples and rare 
populations 
... Or was it rare samples and small populations? How to 
be 
counted, classified, encoded in small books held by the stoop- 
shouldered, bespeckled. Shall we each sign up 
in units of one the rarest population, the smallest sample? 
I am, after all, the only sample I can offer. Perhaps 
substrata could be codified, encoded or even charted 
high on a wall so the lighted pointer could be used. 
I could present the darkened photos of the slivers 
of brain, shots like diet thin canned ham 
for a summer picnic capturing all 
demons, all fears, from the front, the back, 
the top, the bottom—a frozen face from the photographic dicer. 
(When the grid was imposed, was it to add 
numerical identification to the brain and face 
squares of this small sample?) We could reduce 
all to facts of molecules and organs, examine 
neurons for evidence of escaping fire, discover 
the decoder of dreams. And most of all, we could 
make a chart, a room-sized map of the infinitesimal 
made large enough to walk through. A study worthy of 
awards. , 
A compendium of fact enough to build a mountain. 
We could publish many volumes on textures of skin 
in varied conditions, on effects of light upon pupils, 
the purpose of conjuncti and tear ducts on eyes. 
With this, I might accept your verdicts on my body 
or even genes, but would you know the truth, sum, value, 
worth of my subjective? Would 
you finally have something to measure 
the intangible against. Dear Science, I do not think 
you believe in me at all, finally, for you 
unmeasured, unproven, I do not exist. 
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Woodside 


I want to paint you a picture: 

the ground rolls here, at the edge of the trees. 

A house. Flowers grow in the bed out front. 

In the doorway stands a woman. She waits. 

The sky is without clouds. The sun is low in the sky. 

On the edge of the mountain, beneath the tall tree, 

a man, his hand against the rough bark, looks 

through a growing mist to the valley below. 

In his view is the house at the edge of the forest. 

A redtailed hawk floats in the air beneath the mountain. 


Below, far below, lies the crumbled city. 
Tahashee, the people called it, and the bones 
and the dust of the families and their ancestors 
lie quiet on a layer of clay. Beneath the clay 
in the rock are the carvings of fish, strange, 
exotic, as something never seen. 

And deeper still, beneath the rock, the souls 
of the great beasts sleep. When they turn, 

all at once, the land above groans. The man 
beneath the tree looks quickly to the woman. 
His hand reaches toward hers. 
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Trick or Treat 


Shall I feed the redcombed cock 
strutting black across my yard 
fluffed and scratching in my woods? 
Shall I order pygmy goats to dance 
upon my car? And set myself to 
spinning yarn, making cheese, 
stuffing pillows? I could throw 

a shawl around my shoulders, 

pull a cane from the woods and 
gather holly sprigs and mistletoe 

to burn within my stove. Children 
could scoot by my yard and 

titter whispers of dark suspicions. 

I could make the camp fire circuit 

for late night talks among the scouts. 
Official. Crackers. 

Make some use of my black hair, silver 
at the edges. I’d have to buy a black 
umbrella, large galoshes and a cape. 
All to feed a hungry chicken. 

But I could tame him, call him friend, 
learn of chicken secrets, share them 
with the cats. We could learn 

to strut, to preen, to hide from stew pots. 
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Cat Dreams 


The cat curls on the pillow, stretches 
around my head, his purr penetrates 
from my scalp to chest. Sleep 

falls quickly to dreams of night alight. 


The hunt. 

In the black, the lizard glows. 
Purple heat along the edges of toes, 
legs. 

His head is blue. He hides behind 

a leaf of indigo. 


The frog is burgundy. 

His throat, turquoise. 

In the comer, the eyes of the roach 
sparkle. 


But the wings, the insistent 
feathered wings dance, tantalize 
against the red sky. 

Oh, to touch, to taste, to feel— 

As light bouncing from a diamond. 
Wings. I want the wings. 
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Fates 


It is the way with 
some women 

to search their 
hearts for doubts 
to share and give 
their sisters. 


And if the first set 
does not take, there is 
always another tack— 
make every effort 

to unravel or to cut 
the cords 

that bind and tie. 


It is when the doubts 

are answered and the ammunition’s out, 
they’ll pronounce a match. 

They'll sit upon 

a log and crow 

its goodness 

and take full credit 

for all the smiles. 

And wait. 
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Hatching 


Questions glide in, land 

on desks, tables, beds. 

They loom over every face. 

All answers hide, waddle under 
couches, dive under cushions 
catcall echoes in fog. You 
cannot make them out. 


So you believe in 

best guesses, hopes, dreams--like 
ducks who nest golf balls 
gathering them slowly with eggs 
for comfort and roundness, fluffing 
their chests, settling over all. 

You wait, you work, you listen 

for that first cracking. 
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Flight of the Great Blue 


The great blue heron glides, observes 
amid tall white clouds, endless sky. 


The heron knows in circles, spirals, 
soaring fractiles. Beginnings are 


sometimes ends. Middles are often 
beginnings, no line in nature is 


completely straight, nor a 
single box with an unbroken seal. 
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Joel’s Farewell 


You left the way a bottle breaks 
launching yourself unreachable 
beyond all reclaiming. We stood 
there trying to save that perfect 
youness, hold it in, keep it all 
for ourselves, for just a moment longer. 

All our efforts, did they make it worse? 
All those gyrations, juggled against 
the inevitable flood. Tossing you 
about so, working hard to fix it, 

make it better, ease the pain. We 
wanted it to have never happened. 

And you seemed so intent on easing 
our transitions, to keep from cutting 
us on all those broken shards. 
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Pen and Ink 


This page was blank, but not anymore. 
Now, even if erased, this will 

always be a paper on which 

I have written. If it were stripped 

and shredded, pressed with pieces 

of many others and.formed anew, 

this is a page which shall forever 

have borne some texture of my thoughts. 
They, too, shall be blended into that 

new paper. This sheet has experienced 
thought, and shall remain part 

of that act, even if I roll it into 

a little ball and use it as kindling, 

its ashes floating to a cloud to become 
nuclei of snowflakes, designed to melt 
into the soil, to soak through ground 

to feed the trees. (Vintners say that pieces 
of the same vine will bear fruit of 
different flavors if rained on by different 
clouds or nourished by different lands— 
so it is with each living thing.) This 

is my page, my thought, nourished 

by the earth I grew from and 

by the reservoirs from which I drink. 
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About the Author 


June Milby makes her living in government and 
politics. She wrote poetry as a youth, abandoned it 
as unpractical, and rediscovered it as an essential a 
few years ago when she worked as director of com- 
munications and marketing at St. Andrews College. 
A graduate of UNCGreensboro, some poetry work- 
shops and several management courses, she cur- 
rently works for the NC Department of Insurance. A 
speechwriter and public relations professional, her 
resume includes efforts to help the NC Democratic 
Party retire Jesse Helms, to encourage celebrations 
of the history of the state and region, and encourage- 
ment of healthy life-styles and health care cost con- 
tainment. She has also been a newspaper and televi- 
sion reporter. She has called several cities and towns 
in North Carolina home including Fayetteville, 
Greensboro, Reidsville, Raleigh and Laurinburg. 
She now lives in Chapel Hill. This is the first collec- 
tion of her poetry. 
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"June Milby never turns from a poem without leaving a deeply 
etched, unforgetiable calling card. To read her verse is to 
make a connection with a true heart and a true talent, an 
uncommon combination." 
Roy Parker | 
evi server-Times 


"Milby is clear as a bell with keen insight into people and 
situations -- and no self-pity along with her sensitivity: marks 
of a real pro. She's also got a wild-and-wooly sense of 
humour: I like that!" 

Roy K. Flanagan 


Carnage 


“June Milby’s poetry makes you feel; makes you think... am 
Jascinated by her uses of color in her portraits of people, of 
places and of emotion itself. She asks Jor wings and she has 
them..." 

Sam Ragan 
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